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closing her eyes to bring nearer the darkness that was fear,
the darkness that no lamp could burn clear of ghosts and rat-
presences? Only the lamps of warm blood kept the darkness
at bay; but they had little power. They guttered and faded
as soon as the ardours of touch slackened. Thus was the
ancient flame lighted, by two sticks rubbed together;
patiently rubbed until the glow of gold, a new life, smouldered
and burst redly out, dying away as soon as the friction ceased.

"You can go now," she said to Hilarion. Then, yawning
again without any effort to hide her teeth, she called to
Thatris. " Gome and dab some scent behind my ears. Press
gently into the roots of the hair. Gently."

The girl's hands were trembling.

ANTONIUS was met at the gate by Sara, who had been waiting
behind a rhodendron-bush. He was attended by a single
slave and muffled up in a thick military abolla. Sara led
him to a side-door; and once inside the house Antonius
threw off the abolla and revealed himself in a light Greek
shift. "I have left a note with my brother to be opened at
midnight if I haven't returned," he said warningly to Sara;
and Sara nodded and led him down a corridor, halting before
some lofty curtains. As he parted them, the sound of music
and a woman's voice was heard; and Antonius, placing a
hand on his shoulder, bade him wait.

It was Cleopatra's voice, and she was singing to the lyre.
The voice was not powerful, neither was it particularly
sweet or melodious; but it was clear, rather deep-toned, and
disturbingly vibrant. She sang an Alexandrian song.

The waters follow the moon

but the fishes do not always go with the tide.

I am wholly Clearista's

but there are thoughts swinrvmtng ir^my Wood

that turn to other girls.

Nevertheless I am wholly Clearista's,

Come and sit on my lap without a chemise.

Antonius smiled.   It was the kind of song he liked.   Swinging
Sara aside, he opened the curtains and entered.

Cleopatra was sitting on a backless chair, half-turned away,
the lyre resting in her lap. She did not look to see who was
entering.